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There is something very touching in finding that
the lovely groves of Cordova were but banishment to
the home-sick Ommeyad, in whose song one hears a
distant echo of those of the exiles who once hung their
harps on the willows of his own beloved Euphrates.
Another reminiscence of his old life and the plains
around the great river was the practice of hawking,
which Abderraman (as Christian chroniclers contract
his name) introduced into Europe. There is an Arabic
song of the captive falcon :

In rocky desert was I born,

Thence by spoilers was I torn,

My eyes the hood close muffles round,.

My talons are in fetters bound ;

But let my glance discern my prey,

On soaring wing I speed away.

With my victorious talons cling,

And in their grip my quarry bring ;

Malek or Emir is my slave,

Sheik or warrior so brave.

For what's the use of each strong hand

Save for a perch where I can stand ?

Abd-el-Rhaman's great work was the mosque called
the Aljama, at Cordova. He was himself the architect,
and actually worked at it with his own hands for an
hour every day. Outside it was a huge unshapely
mass, for the Arabs never displayed beauty in the
exterior lest it should attract the evil eye: but
within, came, first, courts and cloisters leading
to the various schools; then, within a wall six feet
thick, came a great court, paved with mosaic marble,
in compartments. In the centre of each design, of